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SARAH ARNESON, soprano 
GEORGE KERN, piano 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
Tuesday, September 7, 1999 at 8:00 p.m. 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth A venue 
Boston, Massachusetts 
FACULTY CONCERT 
SARAH ARNESON, soprano 
GEORGE KERN, piano 
Tuesday, September 7, 1999 
8:00p.m. 
PROGRAM 
"Misera, dove son?" from Ezio 
Verzagen, Op. 72 No. 4 
An den Mond, Op. 71 No. 2 
Wenn du nur zuweilen lachelst, Op. 57 No. 2 
Im Waldeseinsamkeit, Op. 85 No. 6 
Meine Lieder, Op. 106 No. 4 
S'il est un charmant gazon 
Comment, disaient-ils? 
Oh, quand je dors 




SchlieiSe mir die Augen beide (1925) 
Herzgewachse, Op. 20 (1911) 
Popoli di Tessaglia, K. 316 












Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart 
(1756-1 ... '). 
TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS 
George Frideric Handel (1685-1759) 
"Misera, dove son?" from Ezio 
Misera, dove son! L'aure del Tebro 
son q_ueste ch'~o respiro? . . 
No; in coato m'aggiro, e son furie al rmo 
core un monarca inclemente, un pad~e traditore, un sposo inno~ente! 
Rimembranze funeste! Oh reo martiro! 
Ed io parlo, infelice, ed io respiro? 
Ah, non son io che parlo, 
e il barbaro do1ore, 
che mi divide il core, che delirar mi fa. 
Non cura il Ciel tiranno 
l'affano, in cui mi vedo: 
un fulmine gli chiedo 
e un fulmine non ha. 
Johannes Brahms (1833-1897) 
Verzagen, Op. 72 No. 4 
Ich sitz' am Strande der rauschenden See 
Und suche dort nach Ruh', 
Ich schaue dem Treiben der Wogen 
Mit dumpfer Ergebung zu. 
Die Wogen rauschen zum Strande hin, 
Sie schli.umen und vergehn, 
Die Wolken, die Wintle dariiber, 
Die kommen und verwehn. 
Du ungestfunes Herz sei still 
Und gib dich doch zur Ruh', 
Du sollst mit Winden und Wogen 
Dich trosten,-was weinest cfu? 
An den Mond, Op. 71 No. 2 
Silbermond mit bleichen Strahlen 
pflegst du Wald und Feld zu malen, 
gibst den Bergen, gibst den Talen 
der Empfindung Seufzer ein. 
Sei Vertrauter meiner Schmerzen, 
Segler in der Lillte See: 
Sag' ihr, die ich trag' im Herzen, 
wie mich totet Liel:iesweh. 
g' ihr, iiber tausend Meilen 
sehne sich mein Herz nach ihr. 
Keine Ferne kann es heilen, 
nur ein holder Blick von dir.« 
Misery, where am I? Am I breathing 
the air of the Tiber? 
No! The revengeful furies encircle me; 
an unjust king, a traitorous father, 
an innocent husband! 
Baleful memories! Oh, martyred king! 
And I speak, unhappy one, and I breathe? 
It is not my voice that speaks, 
but a barbarous sorrow 
that divides my heart and causes my delirium. 
A tyrannical heaven will not assuage 
my anguish, 
nor grant the thunderbolts and lightning, for 
which I have asked! 
I sit beside the turbulent sea 
and search for peace. 
I watch the driving waves 
with dull resignation. 
The waves rush to the beach, 
foam, and disappear. 
The waves, the winds overhead, 
they come and go . .. 
You impetuous heart, be still, 
and surrender peacefully. 
You should comfort yourself with the wind 
and the waves. Why should you weep? 
Silver moon, your pale rays 
paint the woods and fields, 
inbuing the mountains the mountains 
and valleys with a palpable sigh. 
Sailor in the sea of breezes, 
be the confidant of my pain. 
Tell him, the one that I carry in my heart, 
how much love's pain is killing me. 
Tell him, that over a thousand miles, 
my heart is longing for him. 
No distance can cure this, 
only a noble glance from him . . . 
Sag' ihr, daB zu Tod getroffen 
diese Hillle bald zerfiillt; 
nur ein schmeichlerisches Hoffen 
sei's, das sie zusammenhalt. 
Tell him, that this shell, when met by death 
will soon disappear. . ' 
Only a fond hope 
will hold it together. 
Wenn du nur zuweilen liichelst, Op. 57 No. 2 
Wenn du nur zuweilen lachelst, 
Nur zuweilen Kiihle fiichelst 
Dieser ungemeBnen Glut, 
In Geduld will ich mich fassen 
Und dich alles treiben !assen, 
Was der Liebe wehe tut. 
Im Waldeseinsamkeit, Op. 85 No. 6 
lch saB zu deinen Fiillen 
In Waldeseinsamkeit; 
Windesatmen, Sehnen 
Ging <lurch die Wipfel breit. 
In stummen Ringen senkt' ich 
Das Haupt in deinen SchoB, 
Und meine bebenden Hande 
Um deine Knie ich schloK 
Die Sonne ging hinunter, 
Der Tag vergliihte all, 
Ferne, ferne, ferne 
Sang eine Nachtigall. 
Meine Lieder, Op. 106 No. 4 
Wenn mein Herz beginnt zu klingen 
Und den Tonen lOst die Schwingen, 
Schweben vor mir her und wieder 
Bleiche Wonnen, unvergessen 
Und die Schatten von Zypressen -
Dunkel klingen meine Lieder! 
Franz Liszt (1811-1886) 
S'il est un charmant gazon 
S'il est un charmant gazon 
Que le ciel arrose, 
Ou brille en toute saison 
Quelque fleur eclose, 
Ou l'on cueille a pleine main 
Lys, chevre-feuille et jasmin, 
J' en veux faire le chemin 
Ou ton pied se pose! 
S'il est un reve d 'amour, 
Parfume de rose, 
Ou !'on trouve chaque jour 
Quelque douce chose, 
If you would only sometimes smile, 
only occasionally fan 
this immeasurable desire, 
patiently, I would compose myself, 
and you would drive away everything 
that causes my love such pain. 
I sat at your feet 
in the solitude of the woods. 
The wind's breath went longingly 
through the broad branches. 
Mutely, I sank my head 
in your lap, 
and I closed my trembling hands 
around your knee. 
The sun went down; 
the day glowed over everything. 
Far, far, away, 
sang a nightingale. 
When my heart begins to ring 
and its tones vibrate, 
floating before me, 
pale, unforgotten rapture, and 
with the shadows oI cypress trees-
darkly ring my songs. 
If there were a charming meadow, 
covered in dew drops, 
with flowers that bfoom the year long, 
where one could harvest 
handfuls of lilies , 
violet, and jasmine, 
that is where I would want to make 
a path for your footsteps. 
If there were a dream of love, 
perfumed with roses, 
where one finds each day 
some sweet things, 
... 
Un reve que Dieu benit, 
Ou l'ame a l'fune s'unit, 
Oh! j'en veux faire le nid 
Ou ton coeur se pose! 
Comment, disaient-ils? 
Comment, disaient-ils, 
A vec nos nacelles, 




Misere et perils? 
Dormez, disaient-elles. 
Comment, disaient-ils, 
Enchanter les belles 
philtres subtils? 
ez, disaient-elles. 
Oh, quand je dors 
Oh! quand je dors, viens aupres 
de ma couche, 
Comme a Petrarque apparaissait Laura, 
Et qu'en passant ton hrueine me touche ... 
Soudain ma bouche s'entrouvrira! 
Sur mon front mome ou peutetre s'acheve 
Un songe noir, un songe noir qui trop 
longtemps dura, 
Que ton regard comme un astre se leve ... 
Soudain mon reve rayonnera! 
Puis sur ma levre ou voltige une flamme, 
Eclair d'amour que Dieu meme 
epura, 
Pose un baiser, et d'ange deviens femme ... 
Soudain mon ame s'eveillera! 
Enfant, si j'etais roi 
Enfant, si j'etais roi, 
je donnerais !'empire, 
Et mon char et mon sceptre, 
et mon peuple a genoux, 
Et ma couronne d'or, 
et mes bains de porphyre, 
Et mes flottes a qui 
la mer ne peut suffire, 
· °Y;:;)ur un regard de vous! 
;:,1 j'etais Dieu, 
la terre et l'air avec les ondes, 
Les anges, 
les demons courbes devant ma loi, 
a dream which God has blessed, 
where one soul is united with another, 
Oh, I would want to build a nest there 
where your heart could rest. 
How shall we escape 
with our frail boats 
and flee the coast guards? 
"Row," they said. 
How shall we forget 
our misery 
and all our perils? 
"Sleep," they said. 
How shall we enchant 
the fair maidens 
without magic vials? 
"Love," they said. 
Oh, when I dream, 
come to my couch 
as Laura once appeared to Petrarch. 
And, then in passmg, your breath touches me; 
Suddenly my moutfi starts to open! · 
On my sad brow, 
where a dark dream has too long 
lingered, 
your glance alights like a rising star, 
and my dream is suddenly radiant! 
On rriy lips, where a brilliant flame 
bums with love, as God himself would have 
thus consecrated it, 
bestow a kiss, and my angel becomes woman. 
Suddenly, my soul will awaken ... 
Sweet child, if I were king, · 
I would gladly give you my kingdom, 
and my orb and scepter, 
and my subjects on bended knee, 
and my crown of gold, 
and my marb1e baths, 
and my fleet, which 
the mighty oceans can barely contain, 
just for a glance from you! 
If I were God, 
the earth and the sky, with its clouds, 
the angels, 
the demons bent before my law, 
Et le profond chaos 
aux entrailles fecondes, 
L'eternite, l'espace 
et les cieux et les mondes 
Pour un baiser de toi! 
Joe Utterback (b. 1948) 
Reflections 
and the profound Chaos 
with its fecund entrails, 
eternity, space, . 
and the heavens and all the planets, 
just for a kiss from you! 
Under the brimming tide of dreams, oh, my soul is full of fear! 
In my heart, the moon is clear; deep it lies m the tide of dreams. 
Under the listless reeds asleep, only the deep reflection shows 
of palm, of lily, and of rose, weeping, yet, in the waters deep. 
And the flowers, late and soon, fall upon the mirrored sky, 
to sink and sink eternally throu' dreamy waters and the moon. 
Wint'ry Desires 
I mourn the lips of yesterday, lips whose kisses are yet unborn, 
and the old desires outworn, under sorrows hid away. 
Always rain on the far skyline; always snow on the beaches gleams, 
while by the bolted gate of dreams, 
crouching wolves in the grasses whine. 
Into my listless soul I gaze; 
with clouded eyes I search the past, 
at all the long spilt blood aghast 
of lambs that died in wint'ry ways. 
Only the moon, its mournful fires, 
enkindles, and a desolate light 
falls where the autumn frosts are white 
over my famishing desires. 
Alban Berg (1885-1835) 
SchlieBe mir die Augen beide 
SchlieBe mir die Augen beide 
mit den lieben Handen zu; 
geht doch alles, was ich leide, 
unter deiner Hand zur Ruh. 
Und wie leise sich der Schmerz 
Well' um Welle schlafen leget, 
wie der letzte Schlag sich reget, 
fullest du mein ganzes Herz. 
Arnold Schonberg (1874-1951) 
Herzegewachse, Op. 20 (1911) 
Meiner milden Sehnsucht blaues Glas 
deckt den alten unbestimmten Kummer 
~ess~ ich genas, und der nun erstarrt 
m semem SChlummer. 
Sinnbildhaft ist seiner Blumen Zier: 
Mancher Freuden diistre Wasserrose, 
Close both my eyes 
with your sweet hands. 
All my suffering . 
becomes peace with your touch. 
And how softly the pain, 
wave by wave, comes to rest; 
And with the last pang, 
you fill my heart entirely. 
The blue glass covers my tired longings, 
which I have so much enjoyed, 
and, now, they are frozen 
in their slumber. 
They are decoratively symbolic in their 
flowery garlands: joyful, dark water lilies; 
Palmen der Begier, Weiche Schlinggewachse, palms of desire; soft, clinging vines; and 
kiihle Moose. cool mo~s. . 
Eine Lille nur in all dem Fl~~, . . O~y a hly, m a~l t!:'te ~ow.ers, 
bleich und starr in ihrer Kranklichkeit. white ai:d pale m its sickliness, 
Richtet sich empor iiber all dem extends itself above all the leafy suffering, 
Blatt eword'nen Leid, licht sind ihre Blatter its leaves light to behold, anzu~chauen weillen Mondesglanz sie um And satiating itself with the pale rays of the 
sich sat zum'Krystall dem blauen sendet gleaming, white moon, sends to the blue 
sie ihr ~ystiches Gebet. crystal its mystical prayer. 
Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart (1756-1791) 
Popoli di Tessaglia, K. 316 
Popoli di Tessaglia! . Ah, mai piu giusto f1:1'il Peopl~ of Thessaly! Your tears were never 
vostro pianto. A vm non men che a questi more iust! Admeto was a father to you as 
innocenti fanciulli Admeto e padre. Io perdo well as to these innnocent children. I have 
l' amato sposo, e voi l' amato re; la nostra lost a beloved sfouse; and, you, a beloved 
sola speranza, il nostro amor c'invola king. This crue fate has deprived us of 
uesto fato crude!. our only hope. 
_ ~e so che prima in si grave sciagura a 
compianger m' appigli del regno, di mestessa, 
o de miei figli. l:a pieta degli Dei sola ci 
resta a implorare, 
al ottener. 
Verro compagna alle vostre preghiere, ai 
vostri sacnfizi; a avanti all'ara una misera 
madre, due bambini infelici, tutto un popolo 
in pianto presentero cosi. Forse, con questo 
spettacolo funesto, in Cui dolente gli affetti, i 
voti suoi di chiara un regno, placato al fin 
sara del ciel lo sdegno. 
Io non chiedo, etemi Dei, 
tutto il ciel perme sereno, 
ma il mio duol consoli almeno 
qualche raggio di pieta. 
Non comprende i mall miei, 
ne il terror, che m'empie il petto, 
chi di moglie il vivo affetto, 
chi di madre il cor non ha. 
Shall I first, in this terrible disaster, 
sympathize with the affliction of my kingdom, 
my own suffering, or that of my children? All 
that remains for me is to implore the Gods 
for pity! 
I will accompany you to the altar with your 
prayers and your sacrifices. We will thus 
present ourselves: a miserable mother, two 
unhaJ>py children, and a nation in tears. Per-
haps this grieving spectacle of a kingdom, 
declaring its votive offerin~s, will ultimately 
placate the Heavens' disdain for our suffering. 
Eternal Gods, 
I am not asking for only calm and serene 
heavens, but for some ray of pity 
to console my grief! 
No! They do not comprehend my misfortune, 
nor the terror which fills my breast. 
They have never known a wife's affection 
nor a mother's heart! 
MEET TIIE ARTISTS 
Sarah Arneson, lyric coloratura soprano, has performed to critical 
acclaim in operatic roles including the Queen of the Night, Constanza, Violetta, 
Lucia, Musetta, Rosina, and Sophie. She has appeared regularly with the 
. Vienna and Munich state operas, and has also performed with the Frankfurt, 
~ \mnover, Dresden, Stuttgart, Boston, Detroit and Diisseldorf operas. Ms. 
~eson has worked with such conductors as Dennis Russell Davies, Lukas Foss, 
Carlo Franci, Michael Gielen, Christian Thielemann, Horst Stein, Gustav Meier 
and Jiri Krout. A frequent performer with orchestras, Ms. Arneson has appeared 
with the Brooklyn Philharmonic, Chicago's Grant Park Symphony, the 
Philharmonica Hungarica and the Munich Philharmonic, and gave the first 
performance of William Bokom's Songs of Innocence and Experience. Ms. Arnes0 1 
received the Doctor of Musical Arts degree in vocal performance from the 
University of Michigan, and received undergraduate degrees from Western 
Michigan State and the universities of Michigan and Nebraska. Her teachers 
have included Bethany Beardslee, Nadia Boulanger, Pierre Bernac, Hilde 
Gueden and Gi.inther Lehmann. Born in Red Cloud, Nebraska, Ms. Arneson 
resides in Salzburg with her husband and accompanist George Kem. Formerly a 
faculty member at the University of Illinois and the Salzburg Mozarteum, Ms. 
Arneson is currently Associate Professor of Voice at the Boston University Schoo 
for the Arts. 
George Kern, associate Professor of Piano at the Hochschule Mozarteum 
in Salzburg, performs regularly throughout the United States, Europe and 
He has performed in noted international festivals, including the Pablo C 
Festival in Spain, the Festival du Marais in Paris, and the Europalia in 
Brussels. He has also performed at the Brahms Saal in Vienna, the Stiftung 
Mozarteum in Salzburg, and for the Mozart Societies of Europe, Atlanta, New 
York and Toronto. Mr. Kem received the Paumgartner Medal from the Stiftung 
Mozarteum "for outstanding interpretations of the works of Mozart," as well as 
grants from the Austrian government for research and performing projects. A staf 
member of the University of Miami-Salzburg, Mr. Kem has also taught in 
France and Korea, and has served as staff accompanist for the Salzburg 
International Summer Academy. Mr. Kem received the Bachelor of Music and 
Master of Music degrees from the Juilliard School, as well as the Artist Diplom1 
from the Salzburg Mozarteum. His teachers have included Kurt Neumiiller and 
Rosina Lhevinne. A native of New Jersey, Mr. Kem resides in Salzburg with his 
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You can help support these talented young artists by joining the Friends of 
Music at the School for the Arts. For information, please contact Jennifer 
Shepard, Director of Development, Boston University School for the Arts, tJ5 
Commonwealth Avenue, Boston, MA 02215 or.call 6171353-3345. 
